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If I should tell you the name of this bold spark
of a conjurer, and that he lived not far off of one
of our Temples, you would perhaps wonder at the'
man, who indeed nobody ever took to have wit
enough to banter the Devi]; but I must not bring
my characters too near home ; besides, who knows
but the Devil may charge me with discovering his
secrets and betraying conversation? so I say no
more : if anybody finds me out, and guesses at the
man by the story, I shall be only sorry for the person,
not for the picture.

As I was musing of these things the other day,
and having a great many merry stories of this sort
in my budget, was considering which was fit to be
told, and which not, it came into my thoughts, how,
travelling some time since from Daventry towards
Leicester, I met on the road with a countryman, of
whom, being myself a stranger to the road, I asked
the way to Northampton ; the countryman told me,
but with a tone of melancholy and dejection, that
he was going to Northampton, and if I pleased,
and I would not over-ride him, he would show me
the way.

I was very glad of his offered service, and so suit-
ing my pace to his, for he had but a very poor
horse, we went on together; I still perceived the
man to be pensive and sad, spoke little, and never
but when I asked him some question which obliged
him to an answer; often sighed and lifted up his
hands, and sometimes his eyes, and minded his way
so little, that if his horse had not been more saga-
cious than he, the man would have run against a
post, or into a ditch ; and two or three times he did
get into a hole or some other ill place in the way,
which he might have shunned. Countryman, says
I, what's the matter with you ? and so we begun the
short discourse as follows :
Countryman, Why, sir ?